2           THE STORY OF SWAMI RAMA
Brahmin. His forehead is broad and high, his head
splendidly developed, his nose thin and delicate as a
woman's. A wide, kindly, almost tender mouth parts
freely over dazzlingly white perfect teeth in a smile that
seems to light up all surrounding space and wins the
instantaneous confidence and good-will of all who come
within the circle of the radiance. " How do J live V " he
said yesterday. " That is simple, I do not try. I believe.
I attune my soul to the harmony of love for all men.
That makes all men to love me, and whore love is, there
is no want, no suffering. This state of mind and faith
bring influence to me that supplies my needs without the
asking. If I am hungry, there is always someone to
feed me. I am forbidden to receive money or to ask for
anything. Yet I have everything, and more than most,
for I live largely in a world that few can attain."
Under   the  heading,  " A  Hindu   Evangelist," a
Portland paper wrote:
Small, slight, with dark eager bright eyes, and
olive skin, attired in a black suit, wearing at all times a
brilliant red turban, this is Swami Rama. This is fhe
man from India now in Portland. Not a man from India
Men from India not infrequently reach this
Port, But seldom if ever has any of such learning, such
broad human sympathies, such unselfish motives arrived
here*
Before he had gone to Japan and America, he
presided twice at a miniature kind of Parliament
of Religions in India organised by Swami Shiv Guna
Acharya at the Shanti Ashram, Muthra, and the
impression recorded then by "The Freethinker1*
of Lahore runs as follows:
* . . Every man's man, thoughtful and serious,
lively and severe by turns, keeping the whole
audience composed of heterogeneous shades of opinions
spellbound, as it were, for hours together, until late
in the evening, He is a quiet, modest* unassuming